That What Makes Me King: a poem by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Love and Lust, Croesus’ touch 

Is everything ever enough? 

We fancy all, our paradise found 
until it just comes crashing down. 


What then we ask? 

We have our health. 

But not our wealth. 

Foul weather friends ... perhaps. 


Long wrinkles on our honest face. 
Gray hair and an aged grace. 

Wisdom gained through our malchance 
and misfortune’s many happenstance. 


Neither empire, nor clothes have we 
to hide our person’s indignity 

We are ourselves and not much more 
Are we really, truly poor? 


Do we need love? I guess we do 

As for lust, does any count matter. 
Lift me to the happiness of day 
amidst the pillows of soft maternity. 


Wealth is hidden somewhere else perhaps 
In words, why not in words? 

Gold coinage long do not here last 

when humanity is our pressing trade. 


Who remembers Shakespeare’s banker? 
The cloth cut by Milton’s tailor? 

A sweet from Albert’s baker? 

Aye or Joyce’s doctor, who? 


Care not, we have more pressing 
Matters, which pricks our fancy 


amidst soft folds, love’s perfume 
and pleasures - that what makes me king. 


